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2022 


Here I am again 

waiting for the Moon to rise 
waiting for its light to find me 
in solitude 

waiting for this dark room 

to release me from its shadows 
WALlting.e... waiting 

to see the light of Luna's eyes 
waiting for the glare 

of the candles I've imagined 


Here I am 

waiting the hour's end 

waiting for the horizon to De eccecee 
illuminated 

YeSeccerecnhere I am waiting again 
while the bat stalks 

and the sparrow sleeps 

yes.eeeeehere I am again 

lost in the embrace 

of a siren that is the night 


KE 


-4/24/2022 


I want to touch the eternal 
behold a light that is eternal 
breathe in an eternal sky 

let the shadows of this world 
pass away from me 

leaving me only 

eternal mirages to behold 

as so many illusions 

appear and disappear before me 


I want to touch the eternal 

I want to call out to the endless horizon 
I want to be in mind 

where I cannot be in body 


I want to hear the choirs of another galaxy 
wander through the cathedrals of the clouds 
seeing the eternal in the mirror 

held within memory 


as we see them 

the jeweled flames that adorn the night sky 
as we see them at dawn 

fade behind a veil of light 

as we keep on seeing them 

through hours of fabricated being 

we were all touched by their light 

at one time or another......the stars 


EEE 


-4/30/2022 


Je 


Last night........the rain 
awoke me from a deep sleep 
it felt like.....well 
NOtHLNSeceeeeejust nothing 
just darkness.......void 
like I had slipped across 
to a shore of oblivion 


and some time 

in the middle of the night 

it began to raineeeeeereroand rain heavily 
and I awoke......at least partially 

I returned from nothingness 

ecoonneact least partially 


and I heard the rain 

pounding on the roof 

and at least partially 

I remembered the existence of this place 
this place......this world 


this world that I know does exist 
when my eyes are open 

this world.....where the rain 

frees us from the dark labyrinths 
in the shadowlands of oblivion 


KE 
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4e 


Tonight 

listening to the falling rain 

hitting the roof 

hearing the wind lashing 

the world outside 

as I sit hear in this room 

and stillness here abounds 

there is no stirring 

while out beyond my door 

nature's furious temperament is unleashed 


and it's been a night and three 
Since I beheld the Moon 

crescent and bright 

all the world seems shrouded now 
and they say this storminess will go on 
another day or two 

and when I close my eyes 

all I can see 

is the brightness of the Sun 

yet it feels to me 

already more of a memory 

than a prophecy of what is to be 


KE 
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5e 


I have seen with my own eyes 
the radio obelisk 
in the field of orchids 


I have felt the electricity 
like an astral tremor 


where echoes call out 
through the dark heavens 


where we seek to escape 
the silence of the starlight 


I have felt 

the presence of the spirits 
among the orchids 

I have heard them speaking 


of how they are ever with us 
in our cosmic solitude 


KE 


- 5/7/2022 


6. 


I have heard the whispering 
from off the treetops 

seen such lightning flash 
in chasms of air 


hieroglyphs hidden within 
the light of stars 


the great horizon 
that expanse that is ever 
leading towards the first dawn 


do you know me 
presence shrouded in the ether 


do you know me 
Silhouette of transcendence 


you who can envision 


immaculate scenes 
from the gardens of time 


KE 


- 5/8/2022 


Te 


Here I am 

waiting for the Moon to rise 
waiting for the shadow 

of the obelisk to fall 

waiting for the night owl's call 
here I am 

waiting for a dream to emerge 
from the sea mist 

waiting to hear 

the whispers from the darkness 
waiting for a solitary truth 

to reveal its light 

waiting for the inner sight 
dreaminSeceeeedreaming 

maybe I ameeeeweeyet maybe not 

I am here 

waiting for something to happen 
something that will reveal 
anew kind of thing 

something that I have never imagined....perhaps 
yet I am always imagining 

my imagination is like a lamp 
that is always lit 

giving light in dark rooms 
allowing me to see the Moon 
even when it has yet to rise 


KE 
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8. 


I am waiting now 

looking out my window 

down to the streets 

I am waiting for something impossible 
to become realized 

waiting for something invisible 

to become materialized 

waiting for this incense smoke 

to crystallize 


I am waiting now 
waiting for a distant light 
like a lighthouse 
seen across the sea of night 


YES. l am waiting now 
searching now 

among visions of many sunrises 
from long ago 


hoping to behold 
a divine candlelight 
a spark of the truest essence 


I am waiting now 

for the invisible skyscrapers 

to APpeaLeseeeeslowing 

radiant with electric illumination 


I am waiting 

for the piranhas to swim away 

for the serpents to slither towards 

the desert oasis 

for the bats to gather in the cathedrals 

for my chalice to be overflowing with supernovas 


KE 


-5/20/2022 


9. 


I heard them in the wind 

the whispers of the ravens 
walking through the forest 

in the light of the spring Moon 
speaking to me in riddles 

and in the distance 

there were fiddles 

as the dancers danced 

under Luna's pearly gown 

and on the horizon 

the lanterns glowing 

luring me towards 

epiphanies of gilded clouds 

the windows opened swiftly 

and the candles flickered 
illumination in motion 

the time clocks sped up 

like machinery that was entranced 
howling...e-howling 

these Olympian phantoms 
proclaiming destinies foretold 
from the oracle's lips 

and the symmetry of stars 

and the queen bee emerged 

from the ivory mist 

when solitude's eyes opened 

and gazed upon the monuments 

can you SCC PeeeeeeeCan you see? 
anointed one.eeeeebDrought into the world 
anointed one....ecrowned with lightbulbs 
I can see these doves of the heliosphere 
from the rooftop 

of the radio mausoleum 


KE 
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10. 


I walked out to the piazza 

and there I saw fountains 

of my own memory 

I walked out into the desert 
chasing after a mirage 

it was gone..e..it had vanished 
how many more will be created 
by this drifting soul 

without balance 

without a new magnetism 

how can we hope for angels to appear 


so I walk out to the piazza 

surrounded by the tinsel of the dawn 

so I walk out among 

the many golden illusions 

gilded in such a radiance 

so I walk out as the shadows of the night 
recede into the walls of the buildings 

as the sparrows anoint the fountain 

with their melodies 

as the morning light expands 


so here we are now 

adrift in an ocean of atmosphere 
and tonight a sea of candles 
will be lighted once more 


KE 


- 5/2022 


ll. 


In a thousand years 

will these bones be awakened 

in a thousand years 

will these snakes have overtaken 

our streets of asphalt and radio spirit 
in a thousand years 

will the oracles glow brightly 

will the orchids enrapture us tightly 
in a thousand years 

will we hear the music 

of the Sun's mirages 

will we all have drowned in the glow 
of computer screens 

will Yucca Mountain be our monument 
in ten thousand years 

radioactive barrels of atomic sludge 
its half-life measured by the clock of eternity 
will angels be heard 

through our dying stereos 

will we be marooned 

in our own sonic despair 

in five thousand years 

will the atmosphere be full of laments 
of gasoline and salt 

will vines devour our shopping centers 
our skyscrapers 

our monuments of industry 

in twenty thousand years 

will there be anyone left 

who will believe in the Rapture 
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12. 


Walked out onto the balcony 

under the Moon and the clouds of orchids 
walked out among the halos 

abandoned by angels 

walked out to where the marble statues glare 
ObliVviOUuS...sscee30 Oblivious 

entangled in the hair of a she-wolf 


and there I went 

amidst the harp music and the ravens 
there I went 

among the ferns and the vines 

that strangled the many graves and tombs 
there I went 

and gazed upon the horizon of crimson 
while it was crimson 

there I went 

to where horoscopes pierced the soul 
walking across the fields of solace 
under the oracle's eyes 

for what was once seen in a mirror 
may someday be reflected in a stream 


and will I know it when I find it 

the abode where the crows beckon the Blood Moon 
will I recognize the sharpness of the thorns 
hidden in the shadows 

and it is there that I must go 

it is there that I must blend in 

with the horizon's illusion 


KE 
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13. 


I have nothing to tell you 

that can truly be believed 

or that glows with the same radiance 

as a light bulb in a shadow-filled room 

I have nothing to testify 

each day we strive to get by 

to walk in balance amidst 

the expanding machinery 

each day choirs of chaos and roadwork 

are heard in the carbon monoxide tainted ether 
I want no more scruples about idealistic illusions 
I want to begin each day 

gazing at the shadow of the last 


and so I want to wander 

where the desert and sea are joined in embrace 
I want to sail 

to where clouds fade into the waves 

I want to go to that place 

where light and darkness 

create a synthesis of time 


KE 


5/2022 


14. 


I saw the crescent Moon 

for a few brief moments tonight 
and then it seemed to vanish 
into clouds or into 

some fading horizon 


just as the hours and days 
vanish into a twilight 
that always seems familiar to me 


and so the night fell 

like a velvet curtain 

and so the stars were reborn 
for those who wish to see them 


and I wonder when I 

will see the Moon again 

sometimes I wish I could hide up there 
away from the madness of the world 


yet I am grounded to the Harth 


by some twist of gravity 
or some twist of fate 


KEE 
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15. 


Moonlight glare 

touching the windows 

seeking out those who would behold 
candles flickering 

lightbulbs illuminating 

so that those who seek to find 

may find what they seek 


a thousand cities of the night 

a thousand owls 

a thousand mice 

a solitude with a crystalline edge 
a thousand fairy tales 

believed into reality 


a monument to the stars 

an oasis of the hourglass 

a dove and a weathervane 
tomorrow's dawn already seen 
in the volcanic glass 


ivy of the tempest 

a name whispered upon the blast winds 
in the shadows of the gaslight 

a street corner epiphany 

eyes opened to the celestial vines 


KEE 


- 6/9/2022 


16. 


The cactus of the night 

in the glow of their essence 

upon the deserts of the borderland 
between wakefulness and sleep 

between sleep and the gardens 

where dreams grow in the inner moonlight 


the trees of the moonlit forest 

the things they speak 

the illumination of their quiet songs 
the valley of the orchid 

here are dreams resurrected 


the island of the seagull 

a sanctuary in the haze 

far beyond where worldly echoes dissipate 
far beyond the illusions 

of metal and electricity 


I see my own reflection in the inner mirror 
there I am looking for an escape hatch 
wishing to disappear into the azure sky 
waiting for the crystalline egg to hatch 
waiting for a clock to haunt me yet again 


at the edges of shadows 
I have found the tombs of my sonnets 


how I remember the sting of love's thorns 
I could never forget 
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lT. 


I awoke to the tapping of rain 
upon my bedroom window 
and I am now awaiting the Sun 


I awoke to this same old world 

of my same old struggles 

the ruins of yesterday are still there 
scattered about my apartment 


I can hear the morning birds singing 

I can hear a night owl fading away 

the skies are grey 

still waiting for the Sun 

nothing to do but wait for the shroud to dissolve 
into the atmosphere 


waiting and hoping 

that the sea remembers me 

that the forest of etherial illusions 
will allow me to enter 


I am waiting for the hourglass 

to spin its tapestry 

to give me a sense 

of how the electric angels regard me this day 

I am wandering now through an astral landscape 
beholding the cosmic radio graffiti 


this morning......2 haze of memories lingers 
it brings with it 

some obscurity of perspective 

I can do little but wait and wait 

for the subtle chime of the starlight 


KE 


- 6/12/2022 


18. 


There is little to be done 

the shadow of a harlequin 

touches our garden flowers in the twilight 
there is little to be done 

except perhaps 

to radio the empty seas of the Moon 

we listen intensely to hear the whispers 
such is our faith 


there is little to be done 

as we walk along the seashore 
where the night itself 

is hidden in a seashell 


there is little to be done 

under the owl's piercing gaze 

we move swiftly 

yet a haze of dreams overtakes us 

and so we are no longer grounded to this world 


we can see the distant isles 
yet cannot reach them 
as hawks soar above waiting for our apocalypse 


what little we can do now 
as gasoline dries upon the desert sands 


KE 
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19. 


I don't listen for anything anymore 

not anything 

I do not listen to hear the birds singing 
I do not listen 

to the sound of the ocean 

penetrating through windows in the mind 


my soul is now like a statue 

yet this is not a terrible thing 

I can exist this way because it pleases me 

I can exist this way because I have experienced 
a metamorphosis of the spirit 


I exist now 

in the glow of a lightbulb’s reflection 
do you see how the horizon 

is embracing the eucalyptus tree 

do you see how these reflections 

radiate a little bit of the cosmos 

do you see how the mirror 

is like a cyclone of the spontaneous 


I don't listen anymore 

for the subtle pulsations of solar origin 
how would the future be different 

if all of this hydrogen 

didn't glow with fire 


I will leave tomorrow....first light 
by boat......up the river 

towards the labyrinth 

where the old minotaur 

has devoured many poor souls 


KE 
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20. 


I have built a thousand dream castles 

upon a thousand dreamt of islands 

amidst a thousand seas 

I have journeyed 

through a thousand shrouds of mist 

I have journeyed past 

a thousand obelisk and the ruins of temples 
where visions of stars 

once lingered in the air like incense 


I can hear a thousand voices 
whispering upon the wind as I go 
a thousand names 

a thousand stories to tell 

a thousand dramas of the stage 

on a sphere adrift upon a dark sea 
interspersed here and there 

with candlelight of a sort 
glowing bright and ancient 


KE 


-6/2022 


2l. 


Yes.....these echoes linger 

they fall like snowflakes 

they change the appearance of the landscape 
just like snowflakes 

each one is a unique and individual creation 
just like a snowflake 


and these echoes 

permeate down the city streets 

turning left and right down alleyways 
climbing the fire escapes 

reaching for the rooftops 

where all the antennas and satellite dishes 
are to be found 

and then the threshold of the cosmos 

and a new journey begins 


KE 
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22. 


Glaring moonlight 

through lush tree branches 
the night's veil 

cast over this land 

that resonates with motion 
electricity and sound 

the Moon's silence 

mingled with the glare 
touching the windows 

of office buildings 

and the windows of homes 
the glare seeking out 
those who may behold 


KE 


- 6/2022 


25. 


This morning 

I feel like a stranger to all of this 
my surroundings 

this world that I see 

before me with my eyes 


I hear birds singing 

of what do they sing? 

why do they sing? 

they seem to recognize something 
about this place that I do not 


there is a glowing ball of fire 

in the sky 

illuminating this world 

that I see before me 

I know that it has been called 

many names over vast expanses of time 
howe veYreeeeel cannot remember any of them 


all of these trees 

all of this sky 

I felt as if I've known it all at one time 
known it all very well 

yet this morning I feel out of place 
it's as if I have not completely returned 
for the dreamlands 

it's as if a part of me remains there 
where I was when the stars were above 

in the dreamlands 


KE 
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24. 


Some days 

these days 

I feel very lost 

it seems like a season 

when so much is lost 

confused ...drifting 

I can imagine the destination 
but I cannot see it 

the horizon is obscured 

but I want to get there 

somehow I can remember the past 
I can remember who I was 

but these days 

it’s very hard for me 

to connect with any of that 

so I keep going on 

from day to day 

I keep being me 

just being me 

poor... humble 

alive and alone on the planet Earth 
I just keep going on amidst all the noise 
all the commotion 

all the anxiety 

it ripples outwards 

it spills outwards 

across the hours 

across the days 

it collects into a puddle 

it starts off with the minor puddle 
but then it seems 

like it eventually becomes 

a bottomless abyss 


KE 
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25. 


About six months ago 

I started to become haunted.. really haunted 
by some old memories 

these were memories 

that haunted me long ago.. many years ago 
but I thought that they were gone 

I thought they had finally scattered to the winds 
and that they would trouble me no more 
but it turns out... they were not gone 
they were just buried deep down 

in some subconscious labyrinth of my mind 
it was all still there 

and somehow they broke loose 

about six months ago 

and they rose to the surface again 

and they began to haunt me again 

of these memories 

many are of a woman 

she haunted me in the past 

I thought that I was free for many years 
it seemed like I was free 

yet there she was in my mind again 
staring back at me 

bringing back the feelings of suffering 
of heartache... of unrequited love 

I was young when I knew her 

and we were together for only a short time 
yet I was in love with her 

very much in love... but it was doomed 

I was young and she was young 

she wanted different things out of life 

I only wanted her 

I made many mistakes 

I was young after all 

there were lessons that I needed to learn 
and I had to learn them the hard way 

and I suppose that what I suffered 

was no different than 

what many young people suffer 

when their hearts are broken in their youth 
if there was anything different 

it’s just that I was haunted for so very long 


the wounds just wouldn’t seem to heal 

they were deep 

and the memories were entrenched 

it took many years for them to fade away 

yet eventually it seemed like they finally had 
but this was not so 

they were just buried deep down 

I buried them myself 

I suspect that I never really healed 

in the way that I should have 

I just kept trying to bury these memories 
deeper and deeper 

perhaps this was intentional... perhaps not 
but they didn’t heal 

they were simply buried 

waiting to be resurrected 

resurrected with new thorns to draw my blood 


KE 


- 6/2022 


26. 


Eyes of a wounded soul 

staring into the darkness 

looking for some kind of vanishing mirage 
some kind of false oasis 

something that will instill 

hope .esensation ....ecstasy 

if only briefly 

and then it will be gone 

and the dusty asphalt streets will remain 
illuminated by glaring electric street lights 
wounded soul searching with these eyes 
searching for flesh.. for beauty 

for another pair of eyes 

to reinvigorate.. to electrify the heart ..the spirit 
it can get so very cold here... so very cold 
but it?s a coldness of spirit 

more than of temperature 

the electric lights shine down 

but sometimes they illuminate 

old wounds ...old memories 

wrapped up in thorns 

and time is like an ocean 

it’s waves will always 

crash upon the shore regardless 

these eyes of a wounded soul 

staring down streets without a pulse 

a breath of gasoline fumes 

the specters of graffitied walls 

staring back ..staring back with eyes 
that shouldn’t be real 

yet they seem so real 

they seem to have more of a pulse 

more of a heartbeat 

than so much else 
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27. 


I don’t know what to do 

with the time that remains 

with the time that seems to me 

like a mirage reflected in a mirror 

I reflect back upon things of the past 
and that time often seems more real to me 
than this time 

this time... this time right now 

there’s a strange hollowness to it 

things just seem to move along 

in a set direction 

but without leading towards a destination 
I supposed that there wasn’t always 

a destination in the past either 

but there was just a realness to time back then 
a sharpness... a glaring edge 

this time ....it seems dulled 

it seems smoothed over 

worn down ..washed away 

by the tides of the hourglass 


KE 
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28. 


The moon disappeared on me last night 

it was there one moment 

the next it was lost to me 

the darkness crept in 

spreading like poison ivy across my vision 

I could see a few stars up there 

but they are so far away 

and their light is so dim 

the darkness kept approaching 

and in a window across the street 

I saw a candle flickering 

was it there for light 

was it there for memory 

it was like a beacon in a stormy sea 

and I sat outside alone smoking a cigarette wondering what 
serpents I will find 

slithering around in the garden tomorrow 

it doesn’t have to be a struggle between us 

I understand them more now 

I understand more about their nature 

I?m not filled with anger about it 

that would only be misleading to myself 

I understand them better now 

I have looked into their cold 

determined eyes of pure instinct 

they want to survive 

they do not dread the same things we dread 
they cannot comprehend 

the vast emptiness that surrounds us 

they do not know about 

the multitudes of unanswered questions 

of things that seem to happen without a purpose their purpose 
is their instinct 

and their instinct is to survive in this world 
many of us have something 

of this instinct within us 

yet many of us lose it eventually 

the senseless can touch us all in different ways 


KE 
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29. 


The hours... the days 

slipping through my grasp 

the threads of time like jagged barbed wire 
the moonlight seems icy and without remorse 
the stars to me seem 

like street lights across an ocean 

I am losing the hours 

I am losing the days 

they fall out of my pockets 

they are left upon the streets behind me 

it seems like I’m going forward 

into a place without time 

without the serenity of time 

the rotation of worlds 

the drifting season 

it?s like all of it is halted suddenly 

and there is just this plateau of continuation 
one hour ..one moment... one day 

it just seems to go on in a straight line 

day or night they become illusions to me 
mirages that disappear 

when I move towards them 

I feel that something within me is unraveling 
displaced.....becoming a shadow 

of the person that I was 

solitude may feed this hydra with coal-dark eyes 
I believe that it does 

and that’s how it’s always been 

indifference moves in upon me 

like menacing clouds before the thunder is heard 


KE 


50. 


Shouting out to the ether 

to the celestial 

shouting out to the great vast threshold 
shouting out my words ..my soul 

because whatever is out there 

whatever mysteries lie beyond out there 

I feel that they are connected to me in a way 
away that gets down 

to the very essence of my being 

away that I don’t quite understand 

a way that’s not generally known to me 

it’s not very pronounced 

it’s not front and center 

and right before my eyes 

it?s something much more subtle 

yet it is a part of me 

whatever’s out there 

whatever lies beyond out there 

I know that I am connected to it in some way 
so I want to speak to it from time to time 


I 


HHHH 


I 


want 
want 
want 
want 
want 
want 


like a 
this connection can be my illumination 
and it’s an inward light 

and it shines within me 

and I believe that it always has 


KE 


to call out to it 

to tell it things 

to pour my soul out to it 

to share a little piece of myself with it 
to grow this connection 

to make this connection glow bright 
light bulb in a dark room 


- 7/1/2022 


31. 


Here I am looking for something invisible 
I am here listening for something invisible 
I am here in the midst of a garden 

that no one else can see 

I am here among the flowers 

that only I know how to find 

I am here feeling the sunlight 

in the middle of the night 

I can see the twilight of another age 

and the dawn of tomorrow in this very moment 
I am here among what so many claim 

is the impossible 

I am here where shadows are resurrected 

I am here seeing what the angel statues see 
I am here walking through the mist 

with a vision of clarity 

I am here where no one will find me 

except for those 

who see the world as I see the world 

except for those 

who can see the many worlds 

that exist all around us 

the air itself is alive with creation 

with being... with life ...with consciousness 
I am here where the moments 

mingle with the brightest stars 

I am here being told so many secrets 

as a bright radiance of astrology 
illuminates the horizon before my eyes 

and the resurrected shadows 

dance all around me 

to the music of the celestial spheres 


KE 
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5260 


I had to see it for myself 

there it was...two serpent eyes 

in that vast empty sea upon the Moon 
staring at me ...piercing through me 

a cold stare ....cold as eternal ice 

and I didn’t know what it meant 
sometimes things just don’t have any meaning sometimes things 
just are as they were created 

they just are as they were meant to be 
the two piercing serpent eyes 

from them I could hide nothing 

they see through me 

they see my scars 

the healed and the unhealed 

they see my sins 

the absolved and the unabsolved 

the two serpent eyes 

up there in that empty sea 

upon the Moon full of ageless dust 

a silent empty sea of dust 

faded by the Sun’s glare.. by the Sun’s fire 
and before it all 

I am revealed... I am unmasked 

I am cast down and risen anew 

from the serpents eyes comes forth 

the coldness and the flames 

the ice and the fire of life and death 
of the beating heart and the quiet tomb 
of joys ...of laughter 

of tears ....of regrets 

from the serpent eyes comes forth 

the duality the double-edged sword of all things 


KE 
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33-6 


Sometimes I see things 

I have visions 

but it?s not like something right in front of me 
it’s more... I see something in my mind 

or my mind is transported somewhere 

and sometimes it’s just a landscape 

I see a place ....somewhere 

it?s always been like this for me 

at least as far back as I can remember 

I?m not sure if there’s any significance to it 
and I don’t really mind it 

because most of these scenes that I see 

are quite remarkable 

seeing a forest scene 

seeing a desert scene 

seeing an ocean scene 

sometimes they seem like 

they’re from another world 

sometimes I wish I could crawl into these visions and escape 
into the world I’m seeing 

instead of the world that I?m living in now 
but these visions 

they’re usually over pretty quickly 

they just last for a few moments 

and then it’s back to my world in the present time yet at 
least I get these moments 

these moments where I see someplace else 

and I?m glad because I do believe 

that I?m seeing just that 

I?m seeing someplace else 

someplace that does exist somewhere 

maybe in the past 

maybe in the future 

maybe in the here and now 

these places are real 

very...every real to me 


KE 
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34. 


I wish I could have control 

over my memories 

I wish I could let go of the ones 

that I want to let go of 

and keep the ones that I want to keep 
that would be a blessing 

but this is not how it is for me 

the memories that I would rather let go of 
they always seem to find a way 

to rise back to the surface 

even if they’re from a long time ago 
it?s like they’re always still there 
within some deep dark chamber of my mind 
I may forget them 

or at least it seems like I forget them 
but I don’t really forget them 

they’re still there 

they go away for a while 

they stay hidden for a while 

but they always come back 

sometimes I?m very surprised 

at some of the memories that come back 
I?m surprised 

that I still have these memories at all 
I?m surprised that I can remember these things so clearly... 
so vividly a 

and I just think to myself 

why can’t I let the stuff go 

why can’t I cast them 

into oblivion once and for all 

I do believe that we can learn from the past 
that even some of the unpleasant things 
that we’ve experienced 

can teach us valuable things 

but I think it also reaches a point sometimes where I’ ve 
already done that 

I?ve already gone through all of that 
these old memories 

serve no purpose to me anymore 

I would be better off without them 

but they stay 

they always come back 


they always rise to the surface again 
does this mean that I?m haunted by them 
I believe that I am 

despite my own objections 

sometimes one's own mind 

can be a sneaky saboteur of oneself 
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356 


Listening to the whispers 

of that bright moon up there 

in the clear summer sky 

listening... hearing the whispers of the Moon within the 


moonlight 


the tapestry of the light 
within it are such sagas 
stories ...legends of ages beyond our knowing that keeper of 


secrets up 


there 


shining down upon us all 
shining down upon the rooftops 
upon the fields upon the ocean waves 


so many of 


us just go about our lives 


and we don’t stop look up to see 

this radiant magnificence 

we don’t stop for but a few brief moments 
and take ourselves there in our thoughts 
in a momentary dream 


perhaps we 
is just an 
we have to 
we have to 
we have to 
within the 
and all of 


KE 


- 7/6/2022 


only see a place that’s desolate empty... but this 
outward appearance we have to look closer 

look within 

listen intensely 

listen 

tapestry of the moonlight 

the wonders that lie within 


36. 


A rainy Thursday afternoon 

here in my little place in the world 

here on planet Earth 

the skies are dark 

but it’s summer 

there’s still a warmth in the air 

and I find myself chasing after mirages 

and they disappear 

just as I?m about to reach them 

and I find myself calling out to the stars 

because something inside of me 

compels me to do so 

and I find myself imagining new beginnings imagining distant 
tomorrows 

and though the weather may be a bit dreary 

it is summertime and there is a warmth in the air and I find 
myself wanting to behold 

radiant eternal starlight 

and I find myself wanting to speak to the poets and the sages 
from worlds far away 

and this I can do .....this I will do 

rain or no rain 

as it is summertime 

and I know that tomorrow 

the skies will be clear 

and the stars will be out 

and I know that tomorrow 

I can speak to the sages 

I can share my dreams with the sages 
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STe 


I walk among the stars 

I dream among the nebulas 

I listen for the subtle stirring of ancient time 
time itself spanning across the cosmos 

finding me... finding my soul 

I walk among the stars 

I walk upon the rings of Saturn 

I cast my dreams out into the ocean of infinity 
I listen to the choirs of Jupiter upon the radio 
I feel the trembling of supernovas 

in the stillness of night 

I walk among the stars 

I envision the cities of other worlds 

of times yet to come 

listening... seeing... feeling 

letting the cosmos flow through me 

I am in this world 

but I am not confined to this world 

a part of me travels fast as starlight 

I walk among the stars.. this hour.. this night and will stay 
on my celestial path 

on and on towards whatever horizons await me 


EEE 
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38. 


Waiting on the light of Venus 

counting the stars this summer twilight 
momentarily in my own place 

living within my own momentary dream 
removed ...distanced from the worries 

and the troubles of this modern life 
here right now under the heavens 
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39-6 


Salt water dripping from astroids 

radio epiphany glaring 

between the rings of Saturn 

ancient spheres of ice and frozen memory 
I shall walk away from the city 

from all of that electric light 

all of that artificial light 

I shall walk away from the city 

and look up to the heavens 

and I shall behold the heavens 

the heavens where the constellations are eternal the heavens 
where our mythology is eternal 

I shall walk away from the city 

to a solitary place 

I shall free my spirit into the sky 

I shall walk away from the city 

until I no longer hear the artificial sounds 
the sounds of machinery 

machinery in motion 

motors ..automobiles 

the subtle buzzing of street lights 

I shall go to a solitary place 

in my thoughts I shall ascend 

out there among the gardens of stars 
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40. 


Hours blending into other hours 

until the boundaries of the days themselves become obscured 
and I lose my bearings 

my sense of placement in the world 

as it exist right now before me 

becoming out of alignment 

with the tide of time itself 

old memories reawakened.. resurfacing dominating 
my consciousness in this hour 

in this moment 

somehow J’? ve become out of place 

I am myself... I sense that 

yet not of the right timeline it feels 
gathering bits of both despair and euphoria 
a lifetime of thoughts ...of visions 

raging in my mind like a stormy sea 

in some moments I’m left wondering 

if these recollections are real 

are these visions of things as they were 
when I was aligned with the flow of time 

my regrets are still there it seems 

it?s like they’11 never be carried out 

to sea and lost from my sight forever 

no they are ingrained too deeply 

covering old wounds of the heart 

like a tall grass swaying in the wind 

this is most perplexing 

this awareness of time out of balance 

I will continue as I always have 

one solitary soul in this world 

this world that rotates around a star 

with other heavenly spheres 

I shall complete my journey around the star 
at least a few more times 

this I have foreseen 
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